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The wind stood hesitant and dumb,

And dared not go and dared not come.

No creak of wood, no scuttling mouse

Made friendly clamour in the house.

All stilled, all tranced, all deathly was,

And through that form as through a glass

Familiar shapes shone strange and clear.

My heart grew cold with coiling fear,

" Why do you ask me, Silver Bride ? "

I moaned, and calmly she replied,                   10

" / am your thought made manifest,

Possessing me you are possessed,

For you are he whose stinging scorn

Struck every man of woman born,

Broke every link twixt heaven and earth,

These things you said were nothing worth,

And bent your spirit to adore

Your brain and all its garnered store.

/ am that brain made manifest.

Possessing me you are possessed.                        '     20

Link hands, link hands, stoop down and press

My loving lips in long caress.

What !    You grow cold, you tremble so,

You would go free ?    You shall not go."

" O God," I screamed in terror drowned,

" Unlock this house in slumber bound,

One little, common, kindly sound

Grant me to hear for Jesu's grace.

Let me but see one human face

Peer through the window."    " Silence ! " cried

With splintering mirth the Silver Bride,           31

" Not Christ himself, nor any man

Your charmed circle enter can,

For you have cut the human chain

To kneel in worship to your brain. *

/ am that brain made manifest,

Possessing me you are possessed.
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